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Florence Ayscough and Amy Lowell 

In a rose-red flash, she approaches — 

Red like wine; 

Tottering as though overcome with wine. 

Her little feet slip on the sliding path — 

Who will support her? 

Clearly it is her picture 

We see here, 

In a rose-red silken dress, 

Her hair plaited like the folds 

Of the hundred clouds. 

It is Manshu. 

Ch'en Hung-Shou — Nineteenth Century 



CALLIGRAPHY 

The writing of Li Po-hai 

Is like the vermilion bird 

And the blue-green dragon. 

It drifts slowly as clouds drift ; 

It has the wide swiftness of wind. 

Hidden within it lurk the dragon and the tiger. 

The writing of Chia, the official, 

Is like the high hat of ceremonial. 

It flashes like flowers in the hair, 

And its music is the faint, sweet tinkling 

Of jade girdle-pendants. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

But I stand beside the Lang Temple, 

Doing nothing 

And speaking not at all. 

Liang T'ung-sku — Eighteenth Century 

THE PALACE BLOSSOMS 

When the rain ceases, 

The white water-flowers of Ch'ang Lo stroll together at 

sunset 
In the City by the River. 
The young girls are no longer confined 
In the tower pavilions, 
But may gaze at the green water 
Whirling under the bridge of many turnings. 

J"ai Ta-mien — Eighteenth Century 

ONE GOES A JOURNEY 

He is going to the Tung T'ing lake, 

My friend whom I have loved so many years. 

The spring wind startles the willows 

And they break into pale leaf. 

I go with my friend 

As far as the river-bank. 

He is gone — 

And my mind is filled and overflowing 

With the things I did not say. 
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